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hear of those lives. I want to go out and live as you do. I want to be free, as you are free. I want to be loved and loving as you are. Oh, why did Fate make of me a Turkish captive debarred from all that makes life worth living ? "
This letter, as may be imagined, made me very unhappy, for it made it quite clear that I had done the very thing which my pasha friend had warned me against. I had opened a door, the threshold of which might never be overstepped, alluring as was the prospect beyond.
I wrote a few words in answer. "Take courage, my poor little captive," I urged. " The law of compensation exists all the world over, in a Turkish haremlik as in an English village, and liberty does not always spell happiness. Unfettered freedom of action, unhindered intercourse between men and women, often bring us in the West face to face with impossible situations and irreducible problems from which you in your harems are safe I "
But even as I penned the trite words, I felt what cold comfort was in them!
Our stay in Constantinople was cut short by a terrible disaster which befell us on February 2. Our house with all its treasured collection of souvenirs from many lands was burned to the ground in two hours. My husband was at the Embassy, two miles away, at the time, but I was in bed, having been ill, and was just thinking of getting up.
I dozed with my little dog at my side when suddenly I was roused by a curious kind of crackling noise in the wall. I jumped up and looked out of the window, and there I saw smoke puffing out between the eavesCONSTANTINOPLE                   147
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